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MARY PICKFORD TELLS

the most wonderful thing I|
went through. I am sure|
nothing again w'.l ever equal theI
joy that was mine that night 1|
wasn't a bit afraid. I loved it

It was fairyland taken bodlly out

was
ever

Story Starts With Death of Father, Leaving
(Cepyright, 1921.)
what this writer said.
angry and upset. And, I suppose there is a difference, when you
One of our roomers knew the manager of the local stock company.
my mother didn't object
especially thankful that it showed itself right then. I suppose most |
The Stage As I Found It.
There are many worse

Noted American Sc Star
Gives Record of Career from
- - - £l |
Family Poor, and Little Girl’s Efforts to 'r
Help Mother Support Other Children.
E WERE poor, of course, but not so poor as one writer made
it appear. Mother did do sewing for money and she did take
But it isn't true. We never had boarders.
I'll admit I can't see much difference between roomers and
come to think about it
In any event, the truth is that we did not ever, at any time, take
He had taken a fancy to me, and had encouraged me to recite my
pieces for him. One day he went to my mother and told her he was
Thank heaven for my mother's good common sense at just thall.
moment! Not that I haven't thanked heaven many times since for
mothers, even in these much more enlightened days and in ntigs less |
provincial than Toronto, would object strenuously to the idea of their |
I was in the world of the theater
say & word right here and now,
than the stage and many
environments than actor folk create.

ildhood
The Days of Her Childhood.
MARY'S OWN STORY.

; ; in"roomers—but she never ran a boarding house! And that's
boarders, but when that article appeared 1 know it made mother very
in boarders.

. : |
sure -his friend, the manager, would give me a job in the theatre, if|
that same common sense with which she is abundantly gifted—but I'm |
5-year-old daughter’s going on thct;tagc,

And 1 speak from experience.
1 was in the world of the theatre

places |
worsae

for 10 solid years In that time 1| of fairy books and made real to me
played many parts in many COM-|_ s, ma to enter and leave, to live |
panies under the worst possible |

to tire in a while, and then return |

kind of conditions. But in all that|
the mundane sphere—only

time I never heard a word spoken.|
pever saw an act committed, never
wWas conscious of an unspoken
thought—that would have besn out
of place in ths best home on earth.
we much of my| !
m::re::': ;:xlfho :Ino human nuur: that first salary envelope, with its
To the men and women who were| CTisp, new §i bills—three of them!:
so unfallingly kind and considerate | ¥15-
—even to those men who were| Almost as much as mother re-
chronically profane (but who fore-| ceived from her roomers’! More than
bore to swear in my hearing) and| She earned with .h". nne_dle
te thoss women who, to make Same length of time! W hy.
easier the paln of realization of | Pothing less than marvelous!
quaszi-failure, had turoed to amok- | I can remember now that the won-
tng and drinking (but who never |
smoked nor drank in my presence) |
—to thess gentle actor folk I am
and ever shall be grateful
For they all, without prearrange-
ment, without perhaps conacious in-
tention, conspired together in a
eommon purposs to make my giri-
hood as clean and good and opti-|
mistic as a girl's can be \\'hereverl
they are at this moment—God bless |
them all!
A Visit te the Mamager.

Mother took me (o the manager|
herself. He was kind to me, and
promised to give me & chance the
very first time he put om a play
that called for a child actress. Of
course I was exquisitely thriHed at
the idea of going on the stage.

With other children of my own
age | had “acted”—in nelghbors’
garrets with bent pins the ad-
mission fee.

Of course! What child hasn't!

But 1 had loved it more than
much. Although, so far as we have
ever been able to discover, there
never was an actor before in any
branch of our family—it seemed as
if 1 must have inherited from some
unsuspected source & real passion
for the theater. Now that a really,
truly manager had promised 1
should play in a really, truly play—
L 'waS ol ws profound regrets that motion pic-

That first performante stands out| tyres should have recruited their
indelibly in my mind even now. l‘lnmst successful stars from among

to

lived behind the footlights!
$15 a Week.
Not a whit less wonderful

that

wWans

cause the money
money to come from a land of per-
petual make-believe,

Had the salaries these
recelved been as unreal as the roles
they played. as the gloriously happy.
artificial lives they led—behind the
footlights—I should have stiil felt

all people.

| tual coin of the realm—well, it was
quite oo wonderful!

At first my chances came infre-
quently. For weeks at a time the
stock company’'s bill would include
no child's part. At such times 1
wotld be nearly disconsolate. But
then would come the “call"—that
beautiful, professional word that
above every other means most to
your actor—infinitely more than a
mere summons to work, a notifica-
tion that salary-drawing is to be-
gin again.

For ten years—until I was 15—I
worked in the theater. 1 gave to
my work all the enthusiasm, all the
zeal which a child in love with what
it is doing will give.

Is It too much to say that in this
neriod 1 learned my business, and
learned it thoroughly? 1 wonder!

In any event I smile often when 1
think of the many wise gentlemen,
with large tortolse shell spectacles
who sigh deeply and give vent to

Here is a photograph of Mary baving her portrait painted by
Matteo Sadona, famous Italian portrait painter. When the painting is
finished it will be hung in the National Galleries here.

"OWN STORY OF RISE TO

+

Mary's story begins with the days of her mother’s widowhood.
“Muwver,” Mary had asked, “what are we going to do withowt daddie

few problems worthy the name had come twithin the v.;'ferincr of Mrs.
Charlotie Smith—daughter of a well-to-do Irish family in Toronto, Hennessy
by nanic, and object of a dozen swilors’ afféctions in her recent school days.

11" hat, indecd, were they to do without their doddy? X

Mary Gladys Smith—even then, aged 5—would be a tower of strength
for her mather. Not only was Mary Gladys wise beyond her years. Of vastly
greater importance, she was intensely practical and helpful and fertile in a
creatively imaginative way,

Whatewver happened, however black the future, the mother knew that
Mary Gladys wonld be a cheerful, helping co-wworker. It was well that this
was so. For the other two children—Lottiz only 3 and Jack just learning to
walk—meant only constant care and. trouble, and would mean nothing else
for a long time lo come.

The father had been an ambitions young Englishman purser on a steam-
ship’ plying betrween Toronto and Bufflo. An amatewr athlete of no mean
ability and overflowing with good health and spirits, he refused to treat
seriously the accident which finglly resulted in his death until it was too late.

Homeward bowund across Lake Ontario he had been fooling about with
some of his brother officers, high jumping on deck. As he cleared the gbstacle
his head “struck against an unnoticed overhamging spar. The force of the
blow knocked him out for a fetw minutes. 4

On his arrival ai home he still had a-dull pawn in his head, but dismissed
it laughingly as of mo consequence. And so several doys passcd—and each
day the pain grew worse. Reluctontly he agreed to an examination by the
family physician. The medical mon promptly ond gravely over-rode his
insistence that he rejoin his ship and resume his duties as purser on the
Buffalo-bound voyage. y i

In the end the framtic wife, suddenly shocked mto a realization of the
truth, gathered eminent brain specialists at _the bedside of the dying man.
But it was too late for human science to avail anything. [t was too late even
for an examination,

With the death of her father, Mary takes up her otom story.

to!
dream of the gorgeous mymer1m|
!drnma is a sealed book.

its |
| with the spoken drama.

|huve to be deaf and blind not to
realize (it.
For ten years [, myself, looked

in the|
it was|

der of it all struck me chlefly be-|
was real —real|

Dla}'e‘rs!

| ments of acting which subsequently

that they were to be envied above |
To share In their joyous |
hours, and to be paid for it in ac- |

It was. a prablem the widow had not yet given thought to. Until mow’

the ranks of amateurs with no| teers Johnny, his father's son

knowledge of the world of the| “Gee, I hope they got a good fight
spoken drama! in this picture—or something!
: “Take the children, mother, and
. ! r men | " A
Unquestionably not a “Tw e enjoy  yourselves, says  futher,
and women without experience in burying himself in the everning

the spoken drama have reached im-
portant places in the silent drama.
As the new art grows In richness|

paper.
Does Not Decelve Herself,

And there it is. The next day,
and more and more proves its right | and for weeks to come—until an-
to exist as a distinct and separate| other of my pictures Is shown in

= | that town—I hold no place at all 1n
thing—undoubtedly there will !:urI {16 ooneurns of this family R
| many new luminaries whose exXpe-| .pou14 [? After all, it is very won-
rience will be confined exclusively | derful, of course, to have pronf
to portrayals of roles before the| come to you every day that-your
camera. -Iwnrk is appreciated and that char-
But for the life of ma I cannot | acterizations you have tried hard te
see why this should be held against | make effective have bLeen favorably
the art. And now at least it is not | acoepted—but 1 should be very
true that motion pictures include | gtupld and frightfully conceited If
only actors to whom the spoken

Uptilted Scorm of Moviea,

I realige the prejudice that exists
against motion pletures—comparad
One would

upon the “movies”™ with all the up-

tilted-nose scorn which only ignor-
ance can exXcCusc.
In those days, of course, motion

picture theaters were of the cheap,
peap-show type. The pictures them-
selveg were absurd crudities. But
the fact remains that in those wvery
same days I was learning—as
Gladys Mary Smith—all the rudi-

were (o enahle me to win my pres-
ent position in the film world—as
Mary Pickford.
The Real Me.
But it isn't 1, the real I. the pub-

lic cares about. It isn't to see me
they pay their money at the box
office. I know it isn't.

Would you like to know what
really happens any aight in any
home in any town where a picture
of mine is being shown?

Well, after supper mother tells

father that she is taking the chil-
dren to a plcture show and asks If
he would like to come along

“What's the picture?”
father,

A Mary Fickford picture,”
mother says. “Mrs. Morrison saw
it last night and says it's good.”

“Not for me,” says father. “Mary
Pickford bores me to death—just &
bunch of curls and ne brains! ]
don't like that kind of stuff. I like
a man st story wilth something 1o
it.”

“How can you

asks

any f it :u-rlr;ur-l_\—';.n_\-
|mnre seriously than It deserves.

1t is all very well, 1 suppose, but
the rankest nonsense

say such awful |I tovk
things, daddy® protests 10-vear-
old Ruth, daughter of the house.
‘1 think Mury Pickford's 'dorable.~ ||t
“Sometimes she's good,”

would be

volun- to take the phrase “World's 8weetl-

Mary Pickford puzzling over the answer to a difficult letter.
has so many letters—thousands and thousands of them—that they keep
her busy dictating to her secretary in many spare minutes.

heart™
mean nothing more 1han
roles I play are natuially and nec-
casarily
largest

thalance.

literally, |

At most it ecan
that the

the kind- that evoke the
possible measure of sym-
pathy and affection from the audi-
ence, '

But it {an't me, the real me, they
sympathize with or love. It's the
girl of the author's imagination, the
unreal character I try my best to
make seem real,

I've never played a part that even
faintly resembled myself. It would
be stupid of me to think of doing
such a thing. It would make sucn
a completely uninteresting charac-
terization. That Is the reason I
held firmly to the opinion that no-

body in the world—outside my
family and personal friends—can
have the slightest interest in my

real individuality. 1 hold this to
be true in the case of every actor.

Our Private Affairs,

To be one's self on the screen or
on the stage Ils not to act at all!
Wherefore an actor who really
wants to amount to anything in his
profession tries always- to be as
different as possible—in every role
he plays—from his real self.

Doing this, and in the doing es-
tablishing one's actor-self in the
affectlons of one's audience, makes
it most inadvisable to destroy all
the illusions so created by delib-
erately showlng one's self to be
quite a different person in real life.

But altogether aside from the
matter of gopd judgment, thers is
the matter8f right to be consid-
ered.

How much right has the public
to know about the persomal side of
the men and women who furnish
their amusement? 1 realize per-
tectly that we are all servants ot
the public—but isn't our obliga-
tion to eur public paid when we
give to our Work the best that's
in us?

1 can understand that. public
wolicy demands that the Ipnermost
secrets of a statesman’'s life pe
made public property, since the
well being of @ people® is in the
i But for @9 who at mos
are unimportant purveyors of en-
tertainment for a passing hour or
so—should this baring of oup inner
selves be necessary? 1 think net
Publie policy does not demand it
And from
&ood taste rchels at the thought.

On the other hand, every tiny de-

longs to the public which has beem

the ‘metor's standpoint,]

|
i
1
|
.

She |

Herald Starts Ingpiring

Story of Mary Pickford

F rom _St_aﬁlgﬁe Girl to Star

Exclusive Autobiography of F ilmdom’s Most
Famous Character to Appear Daily in
Washington’s Brightest Newspaper.

The WashinEton Herald starts today the remarhable story of Wary

Plekford's eareer as told by herself.

Installmenis of this inspiring ante-

S0 generous to me. There is Notn- | yiggraphy will be found in The Hernld ench das until "heir '"m:“"m-'
Ing T am not ready to tell about | The story was ohiained from the famous sereen siar by Hasdenm Talbeot,
| - A The M -
my work—and it Is a tale not tou celebrated journalint, and will be exclusive wit " crald in Washk
poor n detail, inasmuch as since ] ingten. . P )
| r = JANT.
wus 5 almost all 1I've known has By H AYDEN T“l.?-'..,- .
been work. That Mary Pickfora| ~Mies I‘l-:f“- s ""‘r_ *’I,'_]..,__ = re b=
he speaker, one e aeps .
belongs to the publicw—and abuul-m:_rn:;, _:,_.“h_ of the vast business The Renl Woman.
|her I am glad to tell all there is tu| rcanization whe sole reason f Sh =
| % h rorid-wide Appeal of I
be told | being is the “‘ I f Mioas | 2T e =
1 Jloved my work—everything a slip of a &iri . u-n: T,,nr?;',-,;..-‘-. g | e ' " very
conmected with it |of cinema pairoms, WA € ey | ® e
I hope to be believed when I pay!:‘bls :[m;;‘“h‘l' e S ) ‘ i »inge
| ord, she
1 don't place too much importance| u*. v, perhaps, he epit H
on the fact—although there is tes-| UnWitling¥, DO R (o ar Mary 1 e ry of
timony in abundance to prove it is|mized the mo=i reen idol. For | 1~
a fact—that 1 made good in those|Istic of the little screen 6 ot o : rmeml al-
early roles, pleasing critics and au-|above everything €ixe ”“:_e;: 2o foea i misi be con-
diences and management alike. what Mary Pickford is—=a adey irvn r persca-
The standards of acting demand- e = mind
ed of a stock company in Toronte To those whose acquaintance in- = ' - .
are not so high as to make suc-|¢ludes actor folk u:.l h:.-l-lr'-- iy |1 ! Ny
cess there cause for comceit. *he significance of this statement) L o
But making good did have at by recallirg the trait commoan 1t s - T s Lo
least two valuable cﬂnsrqurnrrs_lnlm"‘”_ all mummers, i H 3 o .
It helped the family purse mnre?l“'rad"“abl'{ tendency i t alif, i ! r:_-
and more, and it gav> me the -elf--l_imﬂ‘- to live unreal roles in _r"f‘J ko ' s
confidence so necessary for your|life. In such as theee the mark of [, . ) e
actor—Iif he is to surmount the|the actor is as plain to see as 198 . ., 4 oSt = i
hard periods of Idleness all too|cderiferous aura enveloping _""‘ . il ¢ < -
frequent in this most uncertain of1ﬁ'-"“m"l'ﬁ"r however far moved , At fe s
all the professions, ‘[rnrn his Fnr]fr,t‘ \krr]-‘rd too fnspiring and be denlss
Whether because the shrewa| Xot 40 Mary Pickford | lexpecs
manager decided 1 had acquired a | .. p R el Al After Mer Divoree,
following and that it was gooq|Eirl with the deep hlu€ €Yo o0 ;
business to have me in thé cast as wistful, serious manneér is 8 r';-‘un.\ ‘ aw her or . frer
often as possible, or whether it opposed to letting her :“’I: '-i *r relurs I ' ’ ihe
was just chance, the fact remains | WOrshippers know her as she i3 A !” s et oy ? ey
nce, o i 24 ‘suntry.” as| had o u i
that presently there were few bilis| T€88 of the Starm O8O m @ o eband firs:
In which there was not a part for| Pollyanna” as the pathetic hero- husband
n whic > |ine of *“Daddy Long Legs"—as a The cal newspapers were full of
2 gereen “artist and nothing else|the divorece, reflocting the whale
By the end of the first year T woutd Mary FPickford be known world's morbid teres ey ters
was seldom idle. But finally 2 Often as she narrated her story by the score n person over
chance came for Lottie and Jack.|,. ,.e a faint smile overspread her | the telephons - e
also! That made me very ha!‘p_--_ll.“tu"’ In the twinkle in hor|s statement . oculiag
for I had little difficulty in Def'h)-.s was just the suggestion of the me in the seclusion of her little
suading the manager to let my sis-| c. 4 iovous heart of her. At thess|bhungalow 1 found . the e
ter and brother prove that act-|  ,.nts | glimpsed the Celt in and dowdy ms ¢ hevoine
ing was an inborn trait with m"']her—-lhe Celt that kept alive laugh-|of “Hop o Me T - ik s
family! [ter in the heart of this 27-year-old |renamed “Suds
By this time 1 had passed beyond | girl—in spite of 22 yeafs of the| (The worlds exhibitors were im-
that first stage of childish lﬂxt'ﬂ“"hlrdest kind of work patiently awaiting mpletion of
ousness regarding the weekly pay| No printer's ink in all the world [this “release The play must gue
envelope. I had discovered thai|can do justice to this wonder wo-|on  The mummer can indulge .m
acting was a profession and th&i|man. To use it is az Incongrucus no such luxury ar a te so long
the actor was an artist worthy Uflns would be the use of -blacksmith'a {a= the camera is in working ardoerty
his hire. iools on & Bw'ss watch. The finest | For all the world = seemed like
|\-ollum. an old-world quill pen—|some poor performir little dog.
= |these the adequate equipment—ana | very tired and ver hurt frem
The next installment of ||\, the grace of = j_\-rnn, the | manty urdeserved beatings. And mo
Mary's story will be found | poetry of a Burns, the seéhitiment of |1 was for sparing her that day
orT: eral |a Barrie. the fitting mental quali- | We could go on with the interview
in tomorrow’s H d |nulious for him who would limn|later But she would not have
' the likeness of the girl to whom a it s
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